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Aſter 4 Twelue-month vainly ſpent in Plotting, 


PROLOG vEY 
Spoken by Mrs. Brecegirdle. 


WY HEN once & Peet firtkes an Hl Name, | 
Let him Write well, or ill, "tis all the fam: 

For Criticks now-a-days, like Flocks of Sheap, 

All follow, when the firſt has made the Leap. 

And, do you Fuſftice, moſt are well inclin'd 

To cenſare Faults you know not how to find : 

Some cavil at the Stile, and ſome the Ades, 

For, right or wrong, we paſs for Maleſaflors. "= 

Some well-bred Perſons cary at the Decorum, : 

As if they bore the Drawing-Roow before m. 1 

Our Ladies are too coming to their Lovers , 

For they who fill purſue, bus ne'er enen. 

Is every caſe expett a Siege of Troy. 

There are ſome others tao who offer Battel. 

And with their Time, and Place, mani Ariſtotle, 

Ak what they mean, and after ſome Grimace, 

They tell you, Twelue's the Time ; and for the Place, 

The Chocolate- Houſe, at the Looking Glaſs. | 

To pleaſe ſuch Judges, ſome have tir d their Brains, 

And almoſt had their Labour for their Pains : 


4 "tis good for Nothing , 
Bus wiſer Authors turn their Plots mh you, 


4nd Plet to purpoſe when they g your Money. 


A 4 Dramatis 


| younger £ 


Bs.» Friend to Corb. Mr. Verbragges. 
Fernende, Husband to Falis. Mr. Dogget:. 
Mr. Arch. Lee. 
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SCENE the Sereet. 
Fabian comes in before Frederick and Jaquline. | 
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Service, and will be 


the End, I'm 


The Faralr Mannracs; 


You, Raſcal, Slave; whit do I kee er?: 
How came this Woman in ? Wan. 1 


ACTI SCENE I. 


: 


my 


better reconcil'd to 


Oh, Sir, you do me too much 
Fab. Can't you . him 
Fred. Nor well TN; . . 


J 
the 
the 
main] 


S CEN E'Ifabetla*s Hhaſe. 
Navſe, labels": the Sas as Play 


They cou'd be for my felf — He minds 
O may they never feel the of mine. 


Inveterate to your Ruin ? Do not think 
1888 ity 2 
abhor my Father's U of 

And from m — ear wa 
Pity your loſt Condition. Can you think 

any way, that I may ſerve in:? 
But what enrages moſt my of Grief, | 
My Sorrow for your Wrong, is, that my Father 
Fore-knowing well the Storm that was to fall, 


Pity, 


Or, The Innocent Adultery. - 3r 
Than of my Fondneſs now ; n. 


Are more, than in that Hour 
22 


O Madam! you are utterly ruin'd and undone, 


Creditors of all kinds are come in upon you : They 
ve muſter'd up a Regiment of Rogues, that are come 
— e, and ſeize u — ny — —— 


you do, Madam 2 
ſuffer. 


Car. o Siſter! can 1 call you by that Name, 
And be the Son of this inhuman Man, 
Inveterate to your Ruin ? Do not think 
I am a-kin to his Barbarity : 
Ai LTI Lge 
And from m boneſt Heart, muſt pity, 
| Of ar that 1 W 
— may e 
Oy way, hat 1 may — Grief, | 
nd pb — 2 
Fore - Knowing well the Storm that was to fall, 
Has order'd me, not to appear for you. 
Ladbepiag bom our Pity ; my poor Husband fell 
For diſobey im : Do not you 
To venture his Diſpleaſure too for me. 
Car. You muſt reſolve on ſomething [Ex. 
3 Iſa. Let my Fate : 
| Determine for me ; 1 ſhall be d. 
| The worſt that can befall me, is to die : 
| When once it comes to that it matters not 
Which way tis about: Whether I ftarve,. 
Or hang, or drown, the End is fill the ſame, 
Plagues, Poiſon, Famine, are but ſeveral Names 
Of the ſame and all conclude ia Death. 
— Bit ſudden Death! O for a ſudden Death, 
eee a ed i 


Writer; 


It can but 
And Life and Death are now altke ro me. 
[Exexnt, the Nurſe leading the Child. 


SCENE opens, and Carlos ad V | 
| opens, and Poe illeroy {| 


Fil. No farther Violence | 
The Debt in all is but four thoufand Crowns; 
Were it ten times the Sum, I think you know 
My Fortune very well can ante, f. 

You have my ord for this : I'll ſee you paid. | [ 
> That's as much as we can defire : we have 
whence it comes. 
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ou muſt bear 
and anſwer to the World, 


to Virtue :: 


And rear him. up 
Blame, 


! eafily 


poſſible ! 


It cannot be 


212 


your wax 


„ and cold in my 
ſhould wrong the T 


ſelf : 


that I can ever love 
this 


wy 


a Erde that I owe 


to you, 


what I've ſaid, you can 1 


Or, The mn Adultery. 3 
To think me worth your Love— Where am I going ? 
2 think ic ; tis impoſſible. : 
Im : 
. Iſa. You ſhould not ask me now, nor ſhould I grant. 
] am ſo much oblig'd, that to conſent | 
1 - oc po OY 
'Twou'd ſhew me „ indebted,” compell'd,. 
Deſigni — ; end dock | 
You would not with in thiak 1 could be boughe. 
Vil. Be bought! where is the Price that can pretend 
pain for you ? Not in Fortune's Peer. 
oys of Heav'n, and Love, muſt be beſtow'd : 
are not to be fold, and cannot be deſerv'd. 
4. Some other time I'll hear you on this Subject. 
Vil. Nay, then there is no time ſo fic for me: [ Following 


[her 


would I had a Heart to give :: 
Bar if it ever can return again, 
is wholly yours. a 
Vid. O ecſtafy of Joy !' 


* that to me. 
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$hall be 
Iſs. 


1 


Ired. 
Well! this is the Time 
3 


And here 
= 2a 
in 


16 11 


al ya 


0 


E 


7 


W 


Ng 


2. 


11 1 "ly ts 


1 % 


17 


A 1 15 


E Hud 


415 Th: 


Þ 192 
ff 


75 ity 


. 


217 


NET 


111 


a 


th 


118581 


3 She Farart Manrmace; 


ſhall do in, Huſſj 
ouate this opefel young Jace? 


Jag. There's certainly a Noiſe at the Window above; 
Fil turn the blind fide of my Lanthorn, for fear of be- 
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in.time, the Houſe. will ziſe upon us. 


Oy, The Junocent Adultery. tn 


{Preſenting pms / nm Jaqueline falls, 
= Frederick runs diſarms Fernando. 
Fred. Deliver us from a Blunderbuſs. 
Jag. O Lord, Sir, a thouſand Thanks to you: Lam 
not ſatiafy d whether he has hill'd me, or no 5 
but if I am dead, | ſhall be glad to hear that old Rogue 
was hang'd for me. 

Fred. Who are you that wou't murder my Servane? 
Fern. One that wou'd do as much for his Maſter. - 
125 Oh! he's the Devil of 2 fellow; take. care of 


Fred. Fernando ! how came you here? 

Fern. Why, your Miſtreſs, — — 
ter, not quite ready to run away 
fir'd me to make her Rocafe, een 
room to receive you. 


PP . My Reception was a little extraordinary: Pow 


Form, | beg your Pardon, Gentlemen, I am a lictle un- 


provided at preſent to entertain you ; but my Servants 
are up in the Houſe, I'll get them together as faſt as I 
can, and then ſhall be ſure of a welcome. 

' 


Fred. U Diſa ppoi 4 
intment in the World: Stay, 


b I'll bring my Daughter my fel 
2 little, I' bring my ter my ſelf to you; 
ſhan't be diſp _ [Vittoria i» Mans Clothes un ads 
Door, comes forward and meets Fernando. ] How's this:! 
my Door open! and a Man come out of my Houſe ! 

ho are you ? what would you have? Thieves! Thieves! 
hy hold upon him: I charge in the King's Name 
to ſecure him Thieves, Thieves—— [Calling out. 
Fick. As you are Gentlemen, protect me; |] am 20 


Thief. 
Nad. How do we know that, Friend? "Tis very 
Fern. Ay, ay, they are your 1 ſhalt 
be-with you Thieves, Thieves. | Gees in. 


3 That's fair enough, Sie, 1 
Fred, 
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ACT IM SCENE I. 


$ CE NE Fernando's Hoaſe. 
Fernando meeting Fabian in 4 Frier's Habit. 
HO Son, what News with you? Bleſs 
you, Bleſs you—— tho” I am but in an in- 
at preſent. 
Fab. Sir, L ome eat ef Duty to ſee you. 
Fern, Why, that's well : I am luſty, as to that mat- 


ter till; but Siſter, like a vagrant, a vagabond Jade, 
i — 1 — me: Let her alone, ſee who'll have 


Alas! 12s 


ay, I don't you ; I wou'd not go 
about to alter your Holy Reſolution —But a 
Jade! if I had known of her Diſobedience a little ſooner, 
-- day the better afforded to have been kinder 
to — | 
Fab. You have been kinder than I deſery'd, in for- 
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ſhe can carry about her, to be welcome long in a Place; 
and Marriage is only for Life, they fay. 
Fred.” 1 ; ' [4þd. 
Car. can you fay to this, Frederick ? 
he can ſay more than I can believe, la 
put him to the Expence of his Con- 


1 ſee which way my Brother's Mot 
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Viet, Sir, I am one, juſt upon the Precipice of Mar- 
Ning; and come here to try whether I like the Condi- 
ton in my Friends, before I venture on't my felf. 

Vil, Oh Sir! You can't do better: . 


b, 

© | 

i; 4 rn glad ont; would a Reſtraint upon 
ee. if he did, which | have no mind to at preſent. 


* That was the chief Reaſon of 3 icing hi 

Vil. Unlucky Accident! My Brother the Archbiſhop 
rely ill — bs be wid 
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ACT V. SCENE l. 
SCENE The » Barying-place, Fer- 
nando's Tomb ; ine, with others, dreſs'd for 
Proceſſios. , 
Enter Fabian, with Carlos, Julia, Frederick and Victoria. 
Fab. U fati and the if I 
B ſatisfied, expect the Conſequence 


don't anſwer your never rely 


Jul. Is what, it ſeems, you are not acquainted with. 
Bur for the future, Sir, you may believe there are Women, 
who won't be provok'd to injure their Husbands. 


Enter 4 Servant. 
Serv. Sir, there's a Letter for you at Home : The 


Meſſenger will deliver it to no body, » 


. N 
you. _ [Exis wi 
Jag. Sir, Sir, 1 think 1 hear bun ftir inthe Thanh... 


J hes oy rr oo in nomine 
Farm, Oh Sir! have a care of your hard Words; 
iſe the Devil before you are aware of it; I 
had too much of his Company —_— 
Jag. Avaunt, ſpeak I conjure thee; if art the 
Fern. Oh! no, Sir, I am none of the Devil; though 
I have ſeen him very lately. | 
— — f hard Queſtion | preſent; 

Ferns. Truly 's 2 at 
when I was inte Lend of he wing. my Name was 
Fernando, an Old, Jealous, Covetous Fellow; but what 
Iam in this Country, whether I am Fernando, or no 

Jag. Fernando! ſave thee Fernando! what, coming 
out of thy Grave! 

Fern. From whence I am coming, or whither I am. 
going, I can't tell you; but I have been in very bad 
Company I remember; I have ſeen the Devil. 

Jag. Our Prayers are heard; we have been faſting. 
ond praying thee out of Purgatory, ever ſinee thou 
wert buried. 

Fern. Buried! have I been buried too? 

Jag. And now — the Grave in Proceſſion, 
1 e is Wrought for thee, to bring thee 10. 

f me 

Fern. Nay, if I am alive again, tis a Miracle, that's 
certain; but are you fure I am alive? 

Jag. Why, don't you find you are alive? 

Fern, Alas! Sir, I have been ſooften miſtakenof late, 
I gon't know what to ſay to't; Ithought I was alive in 
Purgatory , and ſtood in't a good while; but there's no 
Sr 

Jeg. 


may 


know; I was forc'd to confeſs my ſelf, at laſt, as 
28 2 Herring, C5 
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ira Bade langer I believe, 1 
me to it 


am, very much beholden to her. 
Jag. That you were extremely jealous. 
Fern. Alas! alas! Ido confeſs it; I was an old Fool, 
and ſhe was too good for me : But if I eyer ſee ber 
Joy Have ons your vomens With, end fun; 
ra to value em. 
Enter Fabian, Julia, Frederick, and Victoria. 
Fab. 1z't poſſible! 
Jul. What! riſen from the dead! 
Fab. May I believe my Eyes? 
Fern, Ay, ay, you may believe your Eyes, 
Jul. The very Shrowd my Husband was bury'd in! 
Fern, The very ſame, the very ſame; pray help me out 
on't, as ſoon as you can, for I look but oddly, I believe. 


Fab, Well enough » Sir, fora Man that has been 
* bury d. 


4 WB eo By ow 


. Nay, ſhall go 
pleaſe; — — — zaſe; ſay what, 


8 
* 
: 


1b 


TE 


; don'tbe ſorry 
. You have ſome Friends in the - 
World, that put mein mind of you: Ill ſettle half 
upon you in preſent; and when I die—who's 
that, Frederick Lou 'd my Daughter, I remember 
Vift. Indeed, Sir, I had more Grace, than to diſpoſe of 
my ſelf without your Conſent, and more Neſpect for your 
Family, than to ay Man without a Portion. 
Fred. 0nd, e i 
vours, we have agreed u Point to e youa 
Grandfather. ey | 
Fern, Why that's well faid : You have my Conſent ; 
marry her, and I'll give her a Portion; but be ſure you. 
are as good as your Word. 
Fred. In what, Sir? 
Fern. In making me a Grandfather : I am ſo over-joy'd 
that I am alive again, I care not how many Children I. 


It} 
g 


haye to provide for. Fit, 


60 The Pirat Mine; 
Vi You fee the Fruits of Je: 
Fred. I'll keep out of 1 — 


Fern. O don't name it, good Son- in- Law : I ſhall never 
4 rome mind; that's certain, Come my dear 
ife, and Chi I owe my Deliverance to your In- 


terceſſion and Piety ; fince you have meto Life 
again, you ſhall have no Cauſe, for the future, to wiſh 
me Dead: Some fifty Years hence I may be contented 
to go to Heav'n; without calling by the way. 

In the mean time, Husbands who my Story, 
May find in Jealouſy their Purgatory. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE The Steer. 
Biron and Bellford juſt arriv'd. 
Dir. „ er have an end: Ve are got 


At 
. We have got our Legs at liberty; and Liberty 
ere! Tho” mine hes moſt in 
Bir. 1 


Pray let me call this For what I can com- 
mand in Bruxelles, you ſhall find your own. 1 have a 
Father here, who perhaps, after ſeven Years Abſence, 
and cofting him nothing in my Travels, may be glad to 
ſee me. You know my Story— [Knocks at the Door. 
How does my Beard become me ? 

Bel. Juſt as you would have it, tis natural, and not 
your own. , 

Bir. To-morrow you ſhall be ſure to find me here, as 
early as you pleaſe, This is the Houſe; you have ob- 
ſerv'd the Street. 

Bel. I warrant you; I han't my Viſits to make, before 
I come to you. 

Bir. To-night I have ſome Affairs, that will oblige 
me to be private. 

Bel. A good Bed is the privateſt Aﬀair, that I deſire 
to be engag'd in to-night ? your Directions will carry 
me to my ings. | Exit. 
Biron knocks again. Sampſon enters to him. 
Sem. Who's there? What would you have: 

Bir. Is your Lady at home, Friend: 


Sam, 


— 


look like a civil Gentleman : ns e Be 


Or, m n 


Saw. Why, 1 Friend, it is my tan. 
n Bur for my Lady's being 
at home, or no, that's juſt as my Lady , 

Biy. But how ſhall I know, whether ic her or no ? 

for it, may 


„ if 
back to ſee 
22 this time of Night, that the 
by the length of your Beard, you may be grown out 
of her Remembrance. 

Bir. But I have Buſineſs ; and you don't know how 
that may pleaſe her. 

Sam. Na , if you have Buſineſs, ſhe is the beſt Judge, 
whether your Buſineſs will pleaſe her or no: Therefore I 
will nr fo. 
ther, or no, ſhe is pleas'd to be at home, or no Going, 

Enter Nurſe to them. 
are ſo buſy withal ? Methinks 
out an Anſwer in fewer Words 
——— 
— 7 Let me 
come to him ; Who would you ſpeak ? 
Bir. With you, Miſtreſs, if you can help me to ſpeak 


your Lady. 
Nurſe. Yes, Sir, I can help you in a civil way: But 
= ATA 

Bir. Not i |; 
ſhe'll know my Buſineſs dels. "OP 2 a 
Nurſe. There's no Love · Letter in it, I hope: You 


you an Anſwer. [Exit Nurſe. 
Bir. My old Nurſe, only a little older! They 


\- 
Nurſe. Nay, I hope ſo too; but my Lady was very 


nn HeFairar Mannion; 


— rg Icy way ee Sir, 1 am but a Ser: 
Vane avs may fay, but if you'll walk in, that I may - 
ſhat the Doors, for we keep very orderly Hours, I can | 
| how you into the Parlour, and help you to an Anſwer, 
perhaps, as ſoon as thoſe that are wiſer. [Exeunt. 


Still to my Loſs) at C | z there's Hope. 
do L live to hope 2 'd by 
It muſt be fo : He's dead; and this Ring left 
= his laſt moon, to ſome known, faithful Friend, 
Seng me again. ¶ Biron introduc d, Nurſe retires; 
That's all I have - 8— j | 
My Fears were Womans : I have view'd him all: 
And let me, let me fay it to my ſelf, 
I live ** and riſe but from his Tomb. 
Bir. Have 
Ya. 


g ou ite? 
6 


Or, — Mbultiry. CH 


. her, ſhe ſbriabs, and falls into a. 


E 


— 


"Without the Mind; but Paſſion's in the Soul, 
And always f. the Heart. 
Iſa. Where have I been? Why do you keep hi 
I] know his Voice: My Life upon the Wi 
Hears the ſoft Lure t 5 
Tis he himſelf, my Biren, 

My true lov'd Husband ! Do I hold 
— * 3 Change. 

othing ou c 
There more than Life it ſelf in ing here : 


If 1 muſt fall, tis welcome in 
Bir. Live ever in theſe Arms: 


a. But pardon me, 
Bee, * Diſorder ep : 4 
0 » ſurprizing Jo eei 8 
rn 
Bir. everlaſting Goodneſs ! 
Iſa. Anſwer me : 
What Hand of Providence has you back 


To your own Home again ? O fatis 

Th' Impatience of my Heart : I long to know 
The Story of your Sufferings. You wou's think 
Your Pleaſures Sufferings, fo long remov'd 
From Iſ{abella's Love: But tell me all, 


Or, The-Ianecent Adultery. e 


wound be tedious at this time; | R 
To-morrow will do better. | 
Iſa. . £7 9 
As you wou'd have it. * 
Bir. Grant me but Life, gobd Heav'n, and give the 

Means 


To make this wond'rous Goodneſs ſome Amends ; 
And let me then forget her, if I can! 

O! ſhe deſerves of me much more, than 1 

Can loſe for her, though I again cou'd venture 
A Father, and his Fortune, for her Love. 
| You wretched Fathers! blind as Fortune all! 
_ — 2 —— 
Weighs down the ions you ide your t 
os ſhe, in my Moen, wee N 

I muſt not think of that; it drives me back 
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What Heav'n cou d give, I have enjoy' d; but now 
The baneful Planet riſes on my Fate, 

And what's to come, is a long Line of Woe; 
Yet I may ſhorten it 

I promis'd him to follew——him ! 

Is he without a Name? Biros, my Husband : 

-+ To follow him to Bed— my Hausband! ha ! 
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Th Faitrar Maze; 
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out-liv'd, only in hopes of thee! 


thus pai 
rs Ge of thy en now ? 

Iſa. Enquire no more; *twill be explain'd too ſoon: 
jr. What! Lell. 
Bir. What! Canſt thou leave me too? I He ſtays ber. 
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What thou hatt det ſomething ſhe muſt mean. | 
— Twas Madneſs all Compoſe thy ſelf, my Love! | 


The Fit is all be well again : 
Let us to 1 IE 
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the leaſt that is ſet down for me: 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
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 TeFarar Maxie; 


ſpeak Peace to us : If they could repent, 


help us now. Alas! | rave: 


1 


my Wife no more 


hey ſtood, 


x dear ber love mis me Ter 


ſtood 


I can't 


marry Nurſe, 


ieve, is on Bires, the 


1711. 
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Is 


ſee ſo far ; but the 
firſt Husband's Side. 
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ing will make Quarrel, 
— Way: I'll abgaticinftandy—— [Exenus, 


SCENE drews, few: Biron aflcep Can. 
Ifabella comes in to him. 
fo ſoon ! Oh happy ! 
thus can't fleep: I never ſhall 
n 

1 37-21" M8 
Miſchief will thrive apace. Never wake more; [To Bir; 


M thou didſt ever love thy Iſaballa, 
To-morrow muſt be to thy Peace. "Ou 
it . 


bs 1 "q 
T ing Tranſport of new quickning 
Gives juſt ſuch Hopes; and Pleaſure 
With looki 828 —2 
But is a Loo for parting Love! 

Sure I may take a Kiſs ——where am I going! 
Help, help me, Villeroy '— Mountains, and Seas 
Divide your Love never to meet 


4. 


thou! 
more. 


Shame. 
(Throws ber ſelf upon the Floor , after a ſhers pauſe, ſhe 


raiſes wi upon her Elbow. 
What will this Battel of the Brain do with me! 
This little Ball, this ravag'd Province, long, 
Cannot maintain The Globe of Earth wants room 
And food for ſuch a War II find I'm going 
Famine, Plagues, and Flames, 
Wide Waſte and Deſolation, do your work 
Upon the World, and then devour your ſelves, 

be Scene ſhifts faſt——{ She riſes.] and now u 

1 better with me, 
Confliting Paſhons have at laſt unhi 


d 
The great Machine; the Soul it ſelf ſeem'd chang'd 

Oh, tis a happy Revolution here ! | 
The reas'ning Faculties are all depos'd, 
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any Comfort, if ſhe could; 


Loft ſelf; as I ſhall be 

To all had been moſt welcome 
From ſhe neyer could 
Deſerv 
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SCENE changes to the Sireer. if 


Carlos enters with three Ruſfians, 

. A younger Brother ! I was one too long, 

to Ag Jl. — 
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"; Comforter, that marries 
her Husband's out of the way : 


ul. I am thy loving Husband. 
1 have none; no Husband 
but one, and he dy'd at Candy, 
? I'm ſure you me ſo; you, 
ſome body, with juſt ſuch a lying Look, 
you have now : did he not die there ? 
Vi. He did, my Life! 
Iſa. But ſwear it, quickly ſwear, 
Biron enters bloody, and leaning upon his Sword. 
Before that ſcreaming Evidence appears, 
In bloody Proof againſt me 
fk Biron, ſwoons into 4 Chair, Vil. helps her. 


Nurſe, where 
Ha! 1 amdifirated too! {Geang rocall for belp, ſees Bes; 
Biros alive ! 


(Weeping, 


Nev 
Did 
Or 
As 


Bir. I know it muſt — here I give up that Death 
ou but delay'd : Since what is 
The Work of 1 finiſh it: 
Falls doww, 
— Help there. | 
D 2 nent Dir, 


get ber into 
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Or, n. T7 
Be ſure do [To s Servants; + 
Juſt as I order'd you. The Storm grows loud, 
[Knocking at the Door, 
I am prepar'd for it; now let them in. 
An chis unhappy Day ! 
C. » to : 
Where is my wretched Son ? 
Car. Where is my Brother ? : 
[ They ſee him, and gather about the Body. 
Vi. 1 hope in Heav'n. 
Car. Can ſt thou pity him? 
Wiſh him in Heav'n! when thou haſt done a Deed, 
That muſt fer ever cut thee from the Hopes 
Of ever coming there. 
Vil, 1 do not blame you, 
You have a Brother's Right to be concern'd 
For his untimely Death 
Gar. Untimely Death indeed ! 
Vil. But yet you muſt not fay, I was the Cauſe. 
Car. Wis you the Grife? why, wis hed anpier 
We do not ask you to accuſe your ſelf, (him 
But I muſt ſay, that you have murder'd him; 
And will ſay nothing elſe, till Juſtice draws 
Upon our fide, at the loud Call of Blood, 
To execute ſo foul a Murderer. 
Bell. Poor Biron / is this 
Fred. Riſe, Sir, there is a 
Which yet is left 


provoke 


ey 


ng'd; and 1 the Cauſe of all. 
Fred, What will you do with him ? 
C. Bald, Now take him down : 


Pedro taken A 
I know too much. PI from the Rack, 


Vil, I had forgot: Your wretched, dying 8 
A 2 lesen Risen. 
I dare deliver it: If it ſpeaks of me, 

I pray to have it read. 


Vil, How! did you know it then? 
Amazement ! all. 


C. Bald. 
Eater Carlos with Officers. 
© Carlos! are you come? Your Brocher here, 
: Wer 
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5: The Farat Manniaces; 


| Enter Iſabella diffratied, held by her Women, her Hair 


of her. | 
Vil. My Iſabella / poor unhappy Wretch! 
Whke ea Ley to her? _ 

. Nothing, nothing, tis a babling World, 
I'll hear no more on't. When does the Court fit ? 
I'll not be bought, what! to ſell innocent Blood ! 
You look like one of the pale Judges here, 
Minos or Radamanth, or Kaus, 
I have beard of you. 

I bave a Cauſe to try, an honeſt one; 
Will you not hear it? Then I muſt appeal 
To the bright Throne, call down the heav'nly Powers, 
To witneſs how you uſe me. 
Wom. Help, help, we cannot hold her. 
Fil. You but — 4— more. 
C. Bald. Pray give her way, ſhe'd hurt no body. 
2 What _ him? He was here 
I bim here. Oh Biron, Biron / where, [now 
Where have mo thee from me? He is gone 
But here's a little flaming Cberubin 
Child. O fave me, fave me! | Running to Baldwin. 


Iſs. The Mercury of Heav'n, with Silver Wings, 
— 1 ſor the flight, to overtake his Ghoſt, 
ing bi ck again. 
id. ſhe'll kill me. 


She wonnot hurt thee. [She flings away: 
ray po ig w 


diſhevelled, her little Sow running in before, being afraid 
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Could I be the Pain of 


C. Bald. If the moſt render Father's Care, and Love 
Of thee, and thy poor Child can make amends; 
O yet look up, and Live. 

Iſa. Where is that little Wretch? [They raiſe her, 
I die in Peace to leave him to your Care. 


I have a wretched Mother's — 
A 2 pray let me give it hi 

My Bleſſing ; that, that's all I have to leave thee. 

0 74 thy Father's Victues live in thee: 

And all his Wrongs be buried in my Grave. 

The Waves and Winds will daſh, and Tempeſts roar , 
Bur Wrecks are toſs'd at laſt upon the Shore. [Dies. 

Vil. She's gone, and all my Joys of Life with her. 

Where are your Officers of Juſtice now ? 
Seize, bind me, drag meto the Bloody Bar. 
Accuſe, condemn me; let the Sentence reach 
My hated Life, no matter how it comes, 

I'll think it juſt, and thank you as it falls. 
Self-Murder is deny'd me: Elſe how ſoon 
But I muſt live, grow — Grief F 

t ve, ith lingri i 
To die at laſt in telling this fad Tale. 

C. Bald. Poor wretched Orphan of moſt wretched Pa- 
Scaping the Storm, thou' rt thrown upon a Rock, [rents! 
To periſh there; the very Rocks would melt, 

Soften their Nature ſure to foſter thee : . 
I find it by my ſelf. My Flinty 
That Barren Rock, on which thy Father ftary'd, 
_ its Springs of Nouriſhment to thee: 
's not a Vein but ſhall run Milk for thee. 
had I pardon'd my poor Biron's Fault! 
firſt, his only Fault, this had not been. 


— learn offe forg | 2 
ve Puniſhment to Heav'n, tis n ogative. 
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EPILOGUE, 


rr 
| Were you not puzzled for a Reaſon why? 
A buxom Damſel, and of Play-houſe Race, | 
Not ts out- live th enjoyment of a Brace / 
Were that the only Marriage-curſe in Store, 

How many would compound to ſuffer more, : 
And yet live on, with Comfort, to threeſcore ? 

Die ow owy Exits there is no relying : 

We Women are ſo whimſical in Dying. 

Some pine away for loſs of ogling Fellows : | 
Key ſome have dy's for Love, as Stories tell us. 


Grim Death, and Publications make it worſe. 
Should the Oginien of the World be try'd, 

They'll ſcarce give Judgment on the Plaintiffs fide; 
For all muſt own, tis moſt egregious Nonſenſe, | 
To dis for being pleas'd with a ſafe Conſcience. | 
May, look not on your Fans, nor turn away, | 
For tall me, Ladies, why do you Marry, prey? 5 | 
218 ts enjoy your Wiſhes, as you may. 


FINIS. 


